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THE 


PREFACE. 


S I am the firſt that have introduced 

this Kjnd of Dramatick Entertain- 
ment upon the Stage, I think it ab- 
ſolutely neceſſary to ſay ſomething by 
way of” Preface, not only to ſhew the Nature of 
it, but to anſwer ſome Objections that have 
been already raisd againſt it by the graver ſort 
of Wits, and other intereſted People. 

We have often had Tragi-Comedies upon the 
Engliſh Theatre with Succeſs : but in that ſort 
of Compoſition the Tragedy and Comedy are in 
diſtinft Scenes, and may be eaſily ſeparated from 
each other. But the whole eArt of the Tragi- 
Comi-Paſtoral Farce lies in interweaving the 
ſeveral Kjnds of the Drama with each other, 
ſo. that they cannot be diſtinguiſſyd or ſeparated. 


A 2 The 


The PREFACE. 


The ObjeFions that are raid again#t it as a 
Tragedy, are as follow. | 


Firft, As to the Plot, they deny it to be Tragi- 


cal, becanſe its Cataſtrophe is a Wedding, which 


hath ever been accounted Comical. 


Secondly, As to the Characters; that thoſe of - 


a Juſtice of Peace, à Pariſh-Clark, and an Em- 
bryo's Ghoſt, are very improper to the Dignity 
of Tragedy, and were never introduc'd by the 
Ant ients. | 

Thirdly, They ſay the Sentiments are not Tra- 
gical, becauſe they are thoſe of the loweſt Coun« 
try People. EEE 

Laſtly, They will not allow the Moral to be 
22 for Tragedy, becauſe the End of Tragedy 


eing to ſhow human Life in its *Diſtreſſes, Imper- 


fecit ions and Infirmities, thereby to ſoften the 


Mind of Man from its natural Obduracy and 
Haughtineſs, the Moral ought to have the ſame 


Tendency ; but this Moral, they ſay, ſeems en- 


tirely calculated to flatter the eAudience in their 
Vanity and Seif-conceitedneſs. 


You all have Senſe enough to find it out. 


To the Firſt Objection ] anſwer, that it is ſtill 
a diſputable Point, even among the beſt Cri- 
ticks, whether a Tragedy may not have a happy 
Cataſtrophe ; that the French Authors are F 

this 


The PREFACE. 
this Opinion, appears from moſt of their Modern 


Tragedies. ; 

In anſwer to the Second Objection, I cannot 
affirm, that any of the Antients have either a 
Juſtice of Peace, a Pariſh-Clark, or an Embryo 
Ghoſt iz their Tragedies ; yet whoever will look 
into Sophocles, Euripides, or Seneca, will find 
that they greatly affected to introduce Nurſes 
in all their Pieces, which every one muſt grant 
to be an inferior Character to a Juſtice of Peace; 
in imitation of which alſo, I have introduced a 
Grandmother and an Aunt. "4 

To the third Objection; which is the Mean- 
neſs of the Sentiments, I anſwer, that the Sen- 
timents of Princes and Clowns have not in reali- 
ty that aifference which they ſeem to have: © 
their Thoughts are almoit the ſame, and they 
only differ as the ſame Thought is attended with 
a Meanneſs or Pomp of Diction, or receive a 
different Light from the Circumſtances each 
Character is converſant in. But theſe Criticks 
have forgot the Precept of their Maſter Horace, 
who tells them, | 


—Tragicus plerumque dolet ſermone pedeſtri. 


In anſwer to the Objection again the Moral, 
I have only this to alledge, That the Moral of 


this Piece is conceaPd; and Morals that are 


couch*d ſo as to exerciſe the Judgments of the 
Audience, have not been diſapprov'd by the beſi 
ri. 


* 
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| Criticks x. Aud I would have thoſe that ob- 
| ject again? it as a Piece of Flattery, conſider, 
* that there is ſuch a Figure as the Irony. 


The Objectious againſt it as a Comedy are, 


 Firft, They object to the Plot, that it throws 
the Characters into the deepeſt Circumſtances of 
Diſtreſs: Inferiors trampled upon by the Tyranny 
F Power, a Soldier to be lot for Deſertion, 
and an innocent Maid in the utmoſt ing. nd | | 
Secondly, That Ghoſis are introduced, which 
move Terror, a Paſſion not proper to be moved in 
Comedy. | | 
| Thirdly, They will not allow the Sentiments 
N to be Comical, becauſe they are ſuch as naturally 
| ow from the deep Diſtreſſes abovementioned. 
| he Speech of a dying Man, and his laft Advice 
| to his Child, are what one could not reaſonably 
expect ſhould raiſe the Mirth of an Audience. 


Firſt, That the Plot is comical, I argue from 
the Peripztia and the Cataſtrophe. Peaſcod'”s 
Change of Fortune upon the Reprieve's being 
produced, Kitty*s Diſtreſs ending in the Diſ- 
charge of her Sweetheart, and the Wedding, are 
all Incidents that are truly Comical. 


* See Boſlws Chapter of concealed Sentences, 


To 
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To the Second Objection I anſwer, That 
Ghoſts have not been omitted in the Antient 
Comedy; Ariſtophanes having laid the Scene of 
his Bdlez:x0: among the Shades; and Plautus has 
introduc d a Lar familiaris, ia his Prologue to 
the Aulularia, which tho not actually a GhoF, 
is very little better. ” 

eAs to the Third Objection, That the Senti- 
ments are not Comical, 1 anſwer, That the 
Ghofs are the only Characters which are ob. 
jetted to as 1 for Comedy, which T have 
already proved to be juſtly introduced, as follow- 
ing the Manner of the old Comedy ; but as they 
allow that the Sentiments naturally flow from 
the Characters, thoſe of the Juſtice, Clowns, 
&c. which are indiſputably Comical Characters, 
muſl be Comical. For the Sentiments being con- 
vey d in Number and Rhime, I have the Au. 
thority of the be Modern French Comedies. 


The only Objection again it as à Paſtoral 
falls upon the Characters, which they ſay are 
_ partly Paſtoral, and partly not ſo. They inſiſt 

particularly, that a Sergeant of Granadiers is 
not a Paſtoral Character, and that the others 
are ſo far from being in the State of Innocence, 
that the Clowns are Whoremaſters, and the 
Damſels with Child. | 

To this I reps that Virgil talks of Soldiers 
among his Shepherds. 

Impius 
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The PREFACE. 
Impius hæc tam culta N ovalia miles habebit, 


And the Character of the Sergeant is drawn 
according to the Epithet of Virgil, Impius Mi- 
les, which may be ſeen in that Speech of his, 


You Dog, die like a Soldier- and be damm d. 


For, in ſhort, a Soldier to a Swain is but juſt 
the ſame thing that a Wolf i, to his Flocks, 
and as naturally talk*d of or introduc'd. oAs 
for the reſi of the Characters, I can only ſay I 
have copied Nature, making the Touths Amorous 
before Medlock, and the Damſels Complying and 
Fruitful. Thoſe that are the modi converſant in 
the Country are the be Judges of this ſort of 
Nature. „ | 


Laſtly, They object againfl it as a Farce, 


Firs, Becauſe the Irregularity of the Plot 
ſhould anſwer to the Extravagance of the Cha- 
rafters, which they ſay this Piece wants, and 
therefore is ub Farce. | 2 | 

Secondly, They deny the Characters to be 
Farcical, becauſe they are actually in Nature. 

Thirdly, If it was a true Farce, the Senti- 
ments ought to be ſtrain'd, to bear a proportional 
Irregularity with the Plot and Characters. 


To 
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. To the Firff I anſwer, That the Farcical 
Scene of the Ghosts is introduced without an) 
Coherence with the ref of the Piece, might be 
entirely left out, and would not be allowed in 4 
regular Comedy. There are indeed great Num- 
bers of Dramatick Entertainments, dobere are 
Scenes of this Kind; but thoſe Pieces in reality 
are not Comedies, bat five Act Farces. © 
Secondly, Let the Criticks conſider only the 
Mature of Tarte, that it is made up of eAbſur- 
dities and Incongruities, and that thoſe Pieces 
which have theſe Qualities in the greateſt De- 
gree ars the moſt Farces; and they will allow 
this to be ſo from the Characters, and particu- 
larly from that of the ſpeaking Ghoſt of an Em- 
bryo, ix the Concluſion of the firſt Act. I Have, 
Ni true, Ariſtophanes' Authority for things of 

this fort in Comedy, who hath introduced a Cho- 
rus of Frogs, and mad? them talk in the fol- 
— a , | 

© ByznexendE, dg, rode; 
Beexexexts, Ned, #28, 


ie xehver Texva,' &c. 


Mr. D'Urfey of our own Nation has given all the 
Fowls of the Air the Faculty of Speech equal with 
the Parrot. Swans and Elbow-Chairs in the Ope- 
ra of Diocleſian h#ve danc'd upon the Eoglith 


Stage with good Succeſs. Shakeſpear hath ſome 
5 a CHa 
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Chara# ers of this ſort, as a ſpeaking Wall, and 
Moonſhine *.. The former he deſigned to intro- 


duce (as he tells us himſelf) with, fomething 
rough caſt about him, and the latter comes in 
doit h a Lanthorn and Candle, which in my Opi- 
nion, are Characters that make a good Figure in 
the Modern Farce. ' © 
Thirdly, The Sentimonts are truly of the Farce 
Kind, as they are the Sentiment of-the meaneſt 
Clowns convey'd in the Pomp of Numbers and 
Rhime ; which is certainly foro d' and out of 
Nature, and therefore Farcical. 


Criticks oxly conſider, when they object againſt it 
a 4 Tragedy, that I deſgu d it ſomething of 4 
Comedy ; when they cavil at it as a Comedy, that 
1 had partly a View to Paſioral ; when — at- 
tack it as a Paſtoral, that my Eudeauours were 
ix ſome degree to write a Farce; and when they 
, 2 its Character as 4 Farce, that my 
Deſign was a Tragi-Comi-Paſtoral : I believe, 


hen they conſider this, they will all agree, that 


T have happily enough executed what I purpos'd, 
which is all I contend far. Tet that I might a- 
void the Cavils and 1 of ſevere 
Criticks, Lhave not calld it a Tragedy, Comedy, 


r » 3 * 4 3 


* a „* — 
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* Ste is Midſummer Night's Dream. 


Paſto- 


1 ere. 


reer 


gives encouragement to our Dramatick W riters 
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Paſtoral or Farce, but left the Name entire- 
ly undetermin'd in the doubtful eAppellation of 
the What d'ye call it, which Nan I thought 
4nexceptionable ; but I added to it a Tragi- 
Comi.Pa ſtoral Farce, as it comprized al thoſe 


ſeveral Kinds of the Drama. 


The Judicious Reader eafil ceive, 
that ict are kept 7 the 957 
Pieces, that the Scenes are unbroken, and be- 
tical Juſtice ſtrittly ohſerv d; the Glo of the. 
Embryo and the Pariſh-Girt- are entire new 
Chara&ers. I-might enlarge furt bor upon the: 
Conduct of the particular 3 of t the, 
Piece in general, but ſhall only ſay,” that the Suc- 
ceſs this Piece has met wi the St 


to follow its Model; and evidently demonſtrates 
that this 2 of Drama is 20 leſs fit for ths 
thoſe 9 have OO Gr 
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Sir Humphry | — — x. Croſs. .: 3 


e e . 


Juſtice Statute Mr. = te 


Squire Thomas, Sir Roger's 
255 alias, Thomas m_ Cir. 7 ben. 2. 


* 3 alias — — Mr. Penket mai, 


Peter Nettle,” the Serged: Air. Norris. 
Steward to Sir Roger — Mr. Quiz. OL 
Conſtable G2 —— —— Mr. Pero. 
Corporal — — Mr. Weller. 
Stave; a Pariſh- Clark. | | 
The Ghoft of a Child unborn-Mr. Norris Jun. 
Countrymen, Ghoſts, and Soldiers. 
WOMEN. 


Kitty, the Ste ward's Daugh- 
ter, alias Kitty Carrot. 8-7 Mrs. Bicknell. 


Dorcas, Peaſcod's Siſter Mrs. Willis Sen: 


ce Peaſcod's Daughter left 
_ the Pariſh — (Mis Tounger: 


Aunt * — — 8 - Mrs. Baker. | 


Grandmother; 
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be What d'ye Call it 


A 


TRAGI-CoMI-PASTORAL 
FARCE 


SCENE, A Country Fuſtice's Hall, 
adorn'd with Scutcheons and Stags Horns. 


Enter Steward, Squire, Kitty, Dock, and 
others in Country Habits. 


and in your Dreſs too, I ſee ; 
your own beſt Cloaths do the 


Buſineſs. Sure never was. 
Play and Actors ſo ſuited. Come, range your 


ſelves before me, Women on the Right, and 


Steward. QC: you are ready in your Parts, 


Men on the Left. Squire Thomas, you make a 


good Figure. [The Actors range themſelves. 


B Squire 
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Suire Thom. Ay, thanks to Barnaby's Sun- 
day Cloaths ; but call me Thomas Hilbert, as I 
am 1n the Play. | 

Steward. Chear up, Daughter, and make 
Kitty Carrot the ſhining Part : Squire Thomas 
is to be in Love with you to Night, Girl. 

Kitty. Ay, I have felt Squire Thomas's Love 
to my Coſt. I have little Stomach to play, in 
the Condition he hath put me into. [ eA/ide. 

Steward. Jonas Dock, doſt thou remember 
thy Name ? F 

Dock. My Name? Jo—Jo—FJorzs. No 
that was the Name my Godfathers gave me. 
My Play Name is Timothy Pea— Pea 
Peaſcod; ay, Peaſcod and am to be ſhot 
for a Deſerter.— 

Steward. And you, Dolly ? 

Dolly. An't pleaſe ye, I am Dorcas, Peaſ- 
cod's Siſter, and am to be with, Child, as it 
were. 

1/7 Country-m. And IT am to take her up, 
as it were I am the Conſtable. 

2 Country-m. And IT am to ſee Tim ſhot, 
as it were I am the Corporal. 

Steward. But what is becom? of our Ser- 
geant? | 

Dorcas. Why Peter Nettle, Peter, Peter. 

Euter Nettle.] 

Nettle. Theſe Stockings of Suſau's coſt a 
woundy deal of pains the pullinz on : But 
what's a Sergeant without red ln ? , 

ock. 
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Dock. I'll dreſs thee, Peter, I'Il dreſs thee. 
Here, ſtand ſtill, I muſt twiſt thy Neckcloth ; 
I would make thee hold up thy Head, and 
have a ruddy Complexion ; but prithee don't 
look black in the Face, Man. [Twiſting his 
Neckchth.)] Thou muſt look fierce and dread- 
ful. [Making Whiskers with a Cork.) But 
what ſhall we do for a Grenadier's Cap? 

Steward. Fetch the Leathern Bucket that 
hangs in the Bellfry ; that is curiouſly painted 
before, and will make a Figure. 

Nettle. No, no, I have what's worth 
twenty on't : The Pope's Mitre, that my 
Maſter Sir Roger ſeiz'd, when they would 
have burnt him at our Market Town. | 

Steward. So, now let every body with- 
draw, and prepare to begin the Play. 

[ Exeunt eActors.] 
My Davghter debauched! and by that Booby 
Squire! Well, perhaps the Conduct of this 
Play may retrieve her Folly, and preſerve her 
Reputation. Poor Girl ! I cannot forget thy 
Tears. 
[Enter Sir Roger.] 

Sir Roger. Look ye, Steward, don't tcl! 
me you can't bring them in. I will have a 
Ghoſt; nay, I will have a Competence of 
Ghoſts. What, ſhall our Neighbours thir “ 
we are not able to make a Ghoſt? A Play 
without a Ghoſt is like, is like,—igad it is like 
nothing. 


B 2 Steward. 


Man talks in his own way! 
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Steward. Sir, be ſatisfied ; you ſhall have 
Ghoſts. 

Sir Roger. And is the Play as J order'd it, 
both a Tragedy and a Comedy? I would 
have it a Paſtoral too: and if you could make 
it a Farce, ſo much the better——and what 
if you crown'd all with a Spice of your 
Opera? You know my Neighbours never 
ſaw a Play before; and d'ye ſee, I would 
ſhew them all ſorts of Plays under one. 

Steward. Sir Roger, it is contrived for that 
very purpoſe. | 

[Enter two Juſtices.) 

Sir Roger. Neighbours, you are welcome. 
Is not this Steward of mine a pure ingenious 
Fellow now, to make ſuch a Play for us theſe 
Chriſtmas Holidays. [Exit Steward bowing.)] 
A rare Headpiece! He has it here, i faith. 
[ Pointing to his own Head.) But indeed, I 
gave him the Hint. To ſee now what 
Contrivance ſome Folks have! We have fo 
fitted the Parts to my Tenants, that ev'ry 
and then we 
have made juſt three Juſtices in the Play, to 
be play'd by us three Juſtices of the Quorum. 

1/t Juſtice. Zooks! — ſo it is; main 
Ingenious.— And can we fit and ſmoke at 
the ſame time we act? 

Sir Roger. Ay, ay,— we have but three 
or four Words to ſay, — and may drink and 
be good Company in Peace and Silence all the 
while after, 2 Juſlice 
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2d Juſtice. But how ſhall we know when 
we are to ſay theſe fame Words? 

Sir Roger. This ſhall be the Signal — 
when I ſet down the Tankard, then ſpeak you, 
Sir Humphry,— and when Sir Humphxy ſets 
down the Tankard, ſpeak you, Squire Sta- 
Fate. 1 5 

1/t Juſtice. Ah, Sir Roger, you are old Dog 
at theſe things. 

24 Juſtice. To be ſure. = 

Sir Roger. Why Neighbours, you know 
Experience, Experience I remember your 
Harts and your 'Bettertons But then to 
ſee your Othello, Neighbours, how he would 
rave and roar, about a fooliſh flower'd Hand- 
kerchief ! and then he would groul ſo 
manfully, —and he would put out the Light, 
and put the Light out fo cleverly | but huſh 


—the Prologue, the Prologue. 


[They ſeat themſelves with much Ceremony 
at the Table, on which are Pipes and 
Tobacco, and a large Silver Tankard. 


THE 
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Z THE 
PROLOGUE, 
Spoken by Mr. Pinkethman.. 


HE Entertainment of this Night —or Day, 

This Something, or this Nothing of a Play, 
Which ſtrives to pleaſe all Palates at a time, 
With Ghoſts and Men, Songs, Dances, Proſe 1 Nhime, 
This Comick Story, or this Tragick Teſt, © 
May make you laugh, or cry, as you like beſt ; 
May exerciſe your Good, or your Ill-nature, 
Move with Diſtreſs, or tickle you with Satyr. 
All muſt be pleas'd too with their Parts, we think: 
Our Maids have Sweethearts, and their Worſhips drink. 
Criticks, we know, by antient Rules may maul it; 
But ſure Gallants muſt like—the What d'ye call it, 
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ACTI. SCENE I 


Sir Rodkxk, Sir Humenry, Juſtice STATUTE, 
CONSTABLE, FIL EEK T, SERGEANT, KITT, 
Doxcas, GRANDMOTHER, AUNT. 


Sir ROGER. 1245 
E RE, Thomas Filbert, anſwer to your Name, 
H Dorcas hath ſworn to you ſhe owes her Shame : 
Or wed her ſtrait, or elſe you're ſent afar, 
To ſerve his Gracious Majeſty in War, 
FIL BERT. 

Tis falſe, tis falſe I ſcorn thy odious Touch: | 

[Puſhing Dorcas from him. 


Docs. | 
When their turn's ſerv'd, all Men will do as much. 
R1TTY. | 
Oh, good your Worſhips, eafe a wretched Maid. 
Tothe right Father let the Child be laid. 
Art thou not perjur'd ?—Mark his harmleſs Look. 
How canſt thou, Dorcas, kiſs the Bible Book ? 
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8 The WHAT D'TE CALL II. 
Haſt thou no Conſcience, doſt not fear Old Nick ? 


Sure ſure the Ground will ope, and take thee Quick, 
SERGEANT. 


Zooks ! never wed, tis ſafer much to roam; 
For what is War abroad to War at home? 
Who wou'd not ſooner bravely riſque his Life; 


For what's a Cannon to a ſcolding Wife? 


FII BERT. 
Well, if 1 muſt, I muſt, ——1 hate the Wench, 
P11 bear a Muſquet then againſt the French. 
From Door to Door I'd ſooner whine and beg, _ 
Both Arms ſhot off, and on a wooden Leg, 
Than marry ſuch a Trapes No, no, Pil not: 
— — Thou wilt too late repent, when 1 am ſhot. 
But, Kitty, why doſt cry? 
GRANDMOTHER = 
—— Stay, Juſtice, ſtay: 


Ah, little did I think to ſee this Day! 


Muſt Grand ſon Fitbert to the Wars be preſt ? 

Alack ! I knew him when he ſuck'd the Breaſt, 
Taught him his Catechiſm, the Feſcue held, 

And join'd his Letters, when the Bantling Spelpd. 
His loving Mother left him to my Care. 

Fine Child, as like his Dad as he could ſtare! 

Come 


me 
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Come Candlemas, nine Years ago ſhe dy'd, 
And now lies hoon by the Yew-tree's fide, - 

5 Aux r. 
0 Tyrant Juftices ! have you forgot 
How my poor Brother was in Flanders ſhot ? 
You preſsd my Brother ——he ſhall walk in White; 
He ſhall-—and ſhake your Curtains ev'ry SR 
What though a paultry Hare hie raſhly kilPd, - 
That croſs d the Furrows while heplough'd the F ield ? 
You ſent him o'er the Hills and far away; | 
Left his old Mother to the Pariſh Pay, $ 
With whom he ſhar'd his Ten Pence ev'ry Day. 
Wat killd a Bird, was from his Farm turn'd out; 


Vou took the Law of Thomas for a Trout: : 


You ruin'd my poor Uncle at the Sizes, 
And made him pay nine Pounds for Niſpriſes. 
Now will you preſs my harmleſs Nephew too ? 
Ah, what has Conſcience with the Rich to do! 
: | [Sir Roger tales up the Tankard, 


Though in my Hand no Silver Tankard maine, 


Nor my dry Lip is dy'd with Claret Wine, 
Yet I can ſleep in Peace— — 

Sir RoGeR. [After having drunk, 
=——\oman forbear. 

C Sir 
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q Sir Huur nr.. [ Drinking. 
The Man's within the Ac. n 
Juſtice Srarurz. [Drinking alſo. 
—_—————The Law is clear. 
SBRCBANT. r. 
Haſte, let their Worſhips Orders be obey'd. 
RI. | — 


Behold how low you- have reduc'd a Maid, 
Thus to your Worſhips on my Knees I ſue, 
(A Poſture never known but in the Pew) 
If we can Money for our Taxes find, 
Take that—but ah! our Sweethearts leave behind, 
To Trade fo barb'rous he was never bred, 
The Blood of Vermine all the Blood he ſhed : 
How ſhould he, harmleſs Youth, how ſhould he then 
Who kilrd but Poulcats, learn to murder Men? 
8 Docs. 
O Thomas, Thomas ! hazard not thy Life; 
By all that's good, Ill make a loving Wife: 
P1! prove a true Pains-taker Day and Night, 
PI! ſpin and card, and keep our Children tight. 
I can knit Stockings, you can thatch a Barn ; 
If you earn Ten-pence, I my Groat can earn. 


How 
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How ſhall 1 "uy to hear this Infant cry ? 

Her Hand on her Belly. 
He'll bare no Father and no Husband 1. 

KIT Tx. 
Hold, Thomas, hold, nor hear that ſhameleſs Witch: 
I can ſow Plain-work, I can darn and ftitch ; 
I can bear ſultry Days and froſty Weather : 
Yes, yes, my Thomas, we will go together ; 
Beyond the Seas together will we go, 
In Camps together, as at. Harveſt, glow. 
This Arm ſhall be a Bolſter for thy Head, 
PI! fetch clean Straw to make my Soldier's Bed; 
There, while thou ſleep'ſt, my Apron o'er thee hold, 
Or with it patch thy Tent againſt the Cold. 
Pigs in hard Rains I've watch'd, and ſhall I do 
That for the Pigs, I would not bear for you? 
FILBERT-. 

Oh, Kitty, Kitty, canſt thou quit the Rake, 
And leave theſe Meadows for thy Sweetheart's ſake ? 
Canſt thou ſo many gallant Soldiers ſee, 
And Captains and Lieutenants ſlight for me ? 
Say, canſt thou hear the Guns, and never ſhake, 
Nor ſtart at Oaths that make a Chriſtian quake? 


© 3 Canſt 
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Canſt thou bear Hunger, canſt thou march and toil 
A long long Way, a thouſand thouſand Mile ? 

And when thy Tom's blown up, or ſhot away, 
Then: canſt thou ſtarve ?-they*l cheat thee of my Pay. 


Sir ROGER», [ Drinking, 
Take out that Wench 3 
Sir HumMenRy. © [Drinking. 


— —But give her Pennance meet. 


Juſtice STaTUTE, |[ Drinking alſo, 
Til ſee her ſtand next Sunday—in a Sheet. 
Docs. 
Ah! why doi Nature give us ſo much Cauſe 
To make kind-hearted Laſſes break the Laws? 
Why ſhould hard Laws kind-hearted Laſſes bind, 
When too ſoft Nature draws us after Kind? 


N e i eee 
SC E NE II. 


Sir Rocrs, Sir Humensy, Juſtice grams, 
FiLBERT, SERGEANT, KiTTY, GRAND» 
MOTHER, AUNT, SOLDIER. 


| SOLDIER» 
Sergeant, the Captain to your Quarters ſent ; 
To ev'ry Alehouſe in the Town I went. 


Our 
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Our Corp' ral now has the Deſerter found; 
The Men are all drawn out, the Pris' ner bound. 
SBRGEANT. [To Filbert, 
Come, Soldier, come—— 
'RirTTyY. 
3 ——ß—ů— >" If) me, take me too,” 
GRANDMOTHER, 
Stay, forward Wench ;— 
| Avr. 
What would the Creature do? 
This Week thy Mother means to waſh and brew. 
| _ EKirry. 
Brew then ſhe may her ſelf, or waſh, or bake; 
Fd leave ten Mothers for one n fake, 
O Ines moſt UN Ion 


FIL BBRT. 


— — —. 


— Tyranny! 
f | "> Kirry. 
How can I part 


FiLBERT. 


NONE, — Alas! and how can 1? 
K1iTTY. 


O rueful Day !— 
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FILE r. | 
————————Rueful indeed, I trow. 
| : - Kirry. 
O Woeful Day ! — 
FiLBERT. 
— — A Day indeed of Woe! 
Kitty. 


When Gentlefolks their Sweethearts leave behind, 
They can write Letters, and ſay ſomething kind; 
But how ſhall Filbert unto me endite, 
When neither I can read, nor he can write ? 
Yet, Juſtices, permit us. &er we part 

To break this Nmepence, as you've broke our Heart. 

| FiI BERT. | Breaking the Ninepence. 
As this divides, thus are we torn in twain.” 

 RirTy. DJoining the Pieces. 

And as this meets, thus may we meet again. 


[She is drawn away on one Side of the Stage 
by Aunt and Grandmother, 


Vet one Look more 


LHaul d off. on the other Side by the Sergeant. 
— —_— — — One more e'er yet we go. 


KirTy. 
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| EKIrrr. 
To part is Death, — 


+ PiLBBATY. 
— is Death to part, 
KIrrr. | 
e — .. 
FiL EBERT. 


. — 


SCENE II. 
Sir RoGER, Sir HumenHryY, Juſtice STATUTE, 
CONSTABLE. 
Sir ROGER. [Drinking. 
See, Conſtable, that ev'ry one withdraw, 
Sir HuMPnuRY, LDrinking. 
We've Buſineſs—— 


Fuſtice STATUTB, [Drinking alſo. 
— — -o diſcuſs a Point of Law. 


SCENE 
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SCENE Iv. 


Sir RoGER, Sir — Juſtice STATUTE. 


[They Tow 4 in rant Diſcourſe] 


Li ROGER 
I ſay the Preſs-Act plainly makes it out. 
Sir Hun HRT. 
Doubtleſs, Sir Roger: — 
Juſtice STATUTE. 
—  }rother, without doubt. 
4 Gbeft riſes, 
1f Guosr, 
m Feffry Cackle,—You my Death ſhall rue; 
For I was preſs'd by you, by you, by you. 
| Pointing to the Juſtices, 
Another Ghoft riſes, 
24 Gos r. | 
I'm Smut the Farrier.—You my Death ſhall rue; 
For I was preſt by you, by you, by you. 
A Woman'”s GhoFt riſes. 
| | 34 Ghost. 
Pm Beſs that hang'd my ſelf for Smut ſo true; 
So owe my Death to you, to you, to you. 


4 | 
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A Ghoſt of an Embryo riſes. 
4th Gnosr. 
I was begot before my Mother married, | 
Who whipt by you, of me poor Child miſcarried, 
Another Woman's Ghoſt riſes. 
5th Guosr. 
Its Mother I, whom you whipt black and blue ; 
Both owe our Deaths to you, to you, to you, 
LAI Ghoſts ſhake their Heads 1] 
Sir ROGER. 
Why do you ſhake your Mealy Heads at me ? 
You cannot ſay I did it 


Born JUSTICES. 


———— No—nor we. 
1/ Guosr. 
All Three. - -- 
24 GuosT. 
— All Three. 
34 Guosr. 
—— — —— Al Three. 
« 4th Guos r. | 
——— A Th. — 
5th Guosr. 


D A 
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A SONG ſung diſmally by a Gnosr. 


75 Goblins and Fairys, 
With Frisks and Vagarys, 
Te Fairys and Goblins, | 
With Hoppings and Hoblings, 
Come all, come all 
To Sir Roger's great Hall. 


All Fairys and Goblins, 

All Goblins and Fairys, 

With Hoppings and Hoblings, 
With Frists and Vagarys. 


CHORUS. 
| Sing, Goblins and Fairys, _ | | 
Sing, Fairys and Goblins, 
With Frickhs and Vagarys, - © 
And Hoppings and Hoblings. 


[The &hoſts dance round the Juſtices, who go off in a 
Fright, and the Ghots vaniſh, 


— rand — ) — — oY 8 


The End of the Firſt Act. 
ACT 


} 


gon ieee 


Lo 
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ACT IL SCENE * 
A Field. 


TimoTny PEASs COD bound; CorporAL, 
SOLDIERS, and COUNTRYMEN, 


Co RYORAL. 

_ off there, Countrymen ; and you, the Guard, 

Keep cloſe your Pris'ner- ſee that all's prepar'd. 
Prime all your Firelocks—faſten wel] the Stake. 

PeASCOD- 
Tis too much, too much Trouble for my ſake. 
O Fellow-Soldiers, Countrymen and Friends, 
Be warn'd by me to ſhun untimely Ends : 
For Evil Courſes am I brought to Shame, 
And from my Soul I do repent the ſame. 
Oft my kind Grannam told me—Tim, take warning, 
Be good and ſay thy Pray*rs--and mind thy Learning. 
But I, fad Wretch, went on from Crime to Crime; 
I play'd at Nine-pins firſt in Sermon time: 
I rob'd the Parſon's Orchard next; and then 
(For which pray Forgiveneſs) ſtole—a Hen, 
D 2 When 
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When 1 was preßß d, I told then the firſt Day 
I wanted Heart to fight, ſo ran away; z 

[Attempts to run off, but is prevented. 
For which behold Idie. Tis a plain Caſe, 
Tas all a judgment for my Want of Grace. 

[The Soldiers prime, with their Muskets towards him, 
Hold, hold, my Friends; nay, hold, hold, hold, 
They may go off--and 1 have more to lay. (1 * 

I. COUNTRYMAN. 
Come, tis no time to talk. — 
II. COUuNTRYMAN. 
— — ——Repent thine Ill, 
And Fay | in this good Book. — Lows him a Book. 
PEASCOD. 
— — I Vill, I will. 
Lend me by Handkercher—The Pilgrim's Pro— 
LReads and weeps, 

(I cannot ſee for Tears) Pro—Progreſs—Oh ! 
»—The Pilgrim's Progreſs — Eighth--Edi--ti--on 
Lon- don - Prin- ted for Ni- cho- las Bod-ding-ton : 
With new Ad- -di-tions never made before. 
— Oh! *tis ſo moving, I can read no more. 

| | [Drops the Book, 


SCENE 


2 
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SCENE II. 
PEASCOD, CorroRaL, SOLDIERS, Coun- 
TRYMEN), SERGEANT , FILBERT. 


— - 


SERGEANT, . (ramm'd 
What Whining's this? — Boys, fee your Guns well 


You Dog, die like a Soldier and be damn'd, 


_ FilBERT. 
My Friend in Ropes !— | 
Peascop. 5 
— .--I ſhould not thus be bound, 


If I had Means, and could but raiſe five Pound. 

The cruel Corp'ral whiſper'd in my Ear, 

Five Pounds, if rightly tipt, would ſet me clear. 
FII BERT. 

Here - Peaſcod, take my Pouch tis all I own. 

(For what is Means and Life when Xitty's gone !) 

Tis my Preſs Money — can this Silver fail? 

'Tis all except one Sixpence ſpent in Ale. 

This had a Ring for Kitty's Finger bought, 

Kitty on me had by that Token thought. 

But for thy Life, poor Tim, if this can do't 


Takei it, with all my Soul—thow'rt welcome to't. 


[Offers him his Purſe. 
* Co u- 


. eas... Doe EET OT OI 
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I. COUNTRYMAN- 
And take my Fourteen Pence — 
II. CounNTR YMAN, 


— 6 And my Cramp-ring, 


Would, for thy ſake, it were a better Thing. 
III. CounNTRYMAN. 
And Maſter Sergeant, take my Box of — 


IV. CounTRYMAN, 


And my Wife's Thimble. — 


V. COounNTRYMAN- 
— — —-— And this Bacco- ſtopper. 


SERGEANT. 
No Bribes. Take back your Things-I'll have them not. 
PEAScop. 
Oh! muſt I die 


CHoRus of COUNTRYMEN. 


— ——Oh ! muſt poor Tim be ſhot ! 


PEASCOD, 
But let me kiſs thee firſt — CEmbracing Filbert, 


SCENE 
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SCENE III. 


PEAscop, CorPoORAL, SOLDIERS, Coux- 
TRYMEN, SERGEANT, FILBERT, DORCAS. 


Docs. 
— ——  — Brother Tim, 
Why theſe cloſe Hugs? I owe my Shame to him. 
He ſcorns me now, he leaves me in the Lurch ; 
In a white Sheet poor I muſt ſtand at Church, 
O marry me Lo Filbert. ] Thy Siſter is with Child. 
| [To Tim, 
And he, *twas he my tender Heart beguil'd, 
PEASCOD, 
Could'ſt thou do this? couldſt thou 
| [Ln anger to Filbert. 
SERGEANT, 


— ——Drcaw out the Men: 
Quick to the Stake; you muſt be dead by Ten. 


Dorcas: 
Be dead! muſt Tim be dead. 
PEASs cop. 


— Fe muſt— he muſt. 
Docs. 
Ah! I ſhall fink downright; my Heart will burſt. 


— Hold 


N 
5 
£ 
| 
: 
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. 
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Hold, Sergeant, hold--yet e er you ſing the Pſalms, 
Ah! let me eaſe my Conſcience of its Qualms. 


0 Brother, Brother! Bibert ſtill is true. 


I fouly wrong'd him—d6, forgive me, do. [To Filb. 
The Squire betray'dm@ z nay,—and what is worſe, 


'Brib'd me with two Gold Guineas in this Purſe, | 


To ſwear the — to Hilbert. 


PxAscop. 
111 gabeds ade 3 har a Few 


yy Siſter 1 is Do, Tom, forgive her; do. [To Filb. 


Fil BERT. [Kiſſes Dorcas, 
But ſee thy baſe-born Child, ty Babe of Shame, 
Who left by thee, upon our Pariſh c came z 
Comes for thy Blefling, — 5 


| OOO 222 4 884 eee tre 


SCENE IV. 


8 n Wertnne Coun- 
TRY MEN, SERGEANT, F:LBERT, DoRCAs, 
Joyce. 


PEAaSCOD. 
——— Oh! my Sins of Youth ! 


a 


Why on the Haycock didſt thou tempt me, Ruth? 


O 
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0 ſave me, Sergeant; how ſhall I comply ? 
I love my Daughter ſo—1 cannot die. 0. 
* JSYED,. ** 

Muſt Father die! and I be left forlorn? 
A lacka day ! that ever Joyce was born?! 
No Grandſire in his Arms &er dandled me, 
And no fond Mother danc'd me on her Knee. 
They ſaid, if ever Father got his Pay, 

l ſhould have Two-pence ev'ry Market-day. 


Era 
FEW 


Prxascop. 

Poor Child; hang Sorrow, and caſt Care behind thee, 
The Pariſh by this Badge is bound to find thee. 

[Pointing to the Badge on her Arm. 

Joyce. 

The Pariſh finds indeed — but our Church-Wardens 
Feaſt on the Silver, and give us the Farthings. 
Then my School-Miſtreſs, like a Vixen Turk, 
Maintains her lazy Husband by our Work : 
Many long tedious Days I've Worſted ſpun ; 
She grudg'd me Victuals when my Task was done. 
Heav'n ſend me a good Service! for I now 5 | 
Am big enough to waſh, or milk a Cow. 


E | ep OE 


U 
— —— — p — —— — — 2 "3 
* . . 3 * 
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| PraAscoD. _ 
O that 1 had by Charity been bred! 


I then had been much better taught—than fed. 
Inſtead of keeping Nets againſt the Law, 

I might have learnt Accounts, and ſung Sol—fa. 
Farewell, my Child; ſpin on, and mind thy Book, 
And ſend thee ſtore of Grace therein to look. 
Take Warning by thy ſhameleſs Aunt ; leſt thou 
Shouldſt o'er thy Baſtard weep—as I do now, 

Mark my laſt Words—an honeſt Living get; 


Beware of Papiſhes, and learn to knit, 


- [Dorcas leads out Joyce ſobbing and crying. 


eee eh CASTERS 
SCENE V. 


PEASscop, CorPoORAL, SOLDIERS, Coun- 
TRYMEN, SERGEANT, FiLBERT. 


9 8 FI BERT. 
Let's drink before we part for Sorrow's dry. 
To Tim's ſafe Paſſage. — 
[Takes out a Brandy-bottle, and drinks. 
I. CounNTRYMAN. 
— 1 drink too. 


Il, 
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II. COUNTRYMAN- 


— — — —-—¼ — And l. 
- Peascap. 5 BY 

Stay, let me pg tis my laſt earthly Liquor. 

| [Drinks, 
When Iam SE bind my Grave with Wicker, 

[They lead him to the Stake. 
1, CounTRYMay: 

* was a ſpecial Ploughman— . | [Sighing, 


1. CouNTRTMAN. 
ä —————— Ah ea Harrow 'd well! 


II. CounTRYMAn. 
And at our Maypole ever bore the Bell ! 
PEASCOD. 
Say, 1s it fitting i in this very Field, 
Where I ſo oft have reap'd, fo oft have eld ; 
This Field, where from my Youth I've been a Carter, 
I, in this Field, ſhould die for a Deſerter ? 
FilLBERT- 
"Tis hard, *tis wond'rous hard 
SERGEANT, 


— —_———-Zooks, here's a Pother. 
Strip him; d ſtay no longer for my Brother. 


E 2 | Pe as- 


e — . 
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[Diſtributing b is Things among his Friends.” 

Take you my *Bacco Box—my Neckcloth, you. 

To our kind Vicar ſend this Bottle-SkrbW. 


But wear theſe Breeches, Tom they re 2 877 bran. new. 


A. 2) n 
Fit ver, 


Farewell— Lien 


I. Counrüruan. 


8 - Bye, T m.— , 
U. Couxrxruax. 
— B'ye, „ Tir m. N 
| ill. CounTRYMAN. | 
— — —— Adieu. 
IV. Counravnan, © RNs 
— — —— Adieu. 15 ö 
880 | no al take their Leaves of Peaſcod by 
net Ae Hands with bim. * 
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SCENE VL 


PzascopD,. CorrorRAL, SOLDIERS, CouN- 
TRYMEN, SERGEANT, FiLBERT, fo them a 
SOLDIER in great haſte. 


SOLDIER»: 
Hold—why-ſo furious, Sergeant? by your Leave, 
Untye the Pris'ner See, here's a Reprieve. 
[Shows a Paper. 
3 Cno Rus of COUNTRYMEN. [ Huzzaing, 
A Reprieve, a Reprieve, a Reprieve. | 
LPeaſcod is unty d, and embraces his Friends; 


tte Wes ee Foo e l 
-S-C E NE VII. 


PEASCOD, 1 SOL DIERs, COUNTRY» 
MEN, SERGEANT, FILBERT, CONSTABLE. 


Coms TABLE. f 
Friends, reprohend, him, reprehend him cher, 
'' , SERGEANT, 
For what 5 
Coxs TABLE. 
— —— Por ſtealing Gaffer Gay s gray Mare. 
[ They ſeize the Sergeant. 


PBAS- 
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PRAs cop. 

Why, heark ye, heark ye, Friend; you'll go to Pot. 
Would you bs rather hang'd--hah !--hang'd or ſhot? 
' SERGEANT, 

Nay, hold, hold, hold 
PeASCOD. 

m— — — Not if you were my Brother. 
Why „Friend, ſhould you not hang as wels Another? 
CONSTABLE, 

Thus ſaid Sir John — the Law muſt take its courſe ; 
"Tis Law that he may *ſcape who ſteals a Horſe. 
But (faid Sir John) the Statutes all declare, 

The Man ſhall ſure be hang'd—that ſteals a Mare. 


PEASCOD. [To the Sergeant. 


 Ay--right--he ſhall be hang'd that ſteals a Mare. 


He ſhall be hang'd—that's certain; and good Cauſe, 
A rare good Sentence this—how ist ?—the Laws 
No—not the Laws—the Statutes all declare, 

The Man that ſteals a Mare ſhall ſure—be—hang'd 
No, no—he ſhall be. hang'd that ſteals a Mare. 


[Exit Sergeant guarded, Countrymen, &c. 
buzzaing after him. 


ils 4 


SCENE 
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SCENE VIII. 


KITTY with her Hair looſe, GRAN DMOTHER, 
AunT, HAYMAKERS, CHoRus of SiGns 
and GROANS. 


-KR1TTY» 
Dear happy Fields, farewell ; ye Flocks, and you 
Sweet Meadows, glitt'ring with the pearly Dew: 
And thou, my Rake, Companion of my Cares, 
Giv'n by my Mother in my younger Years : 
With thee the Toils of fulleight Springs have known; 
Tis to thy Help I owe this Hat and Gown ; 
On thee P've lean'd, forgetful of my Work, 
While Tom gaz d on me, propt upon his Fork : 


Farewel, farewel ; for all thy Task is o'er, ]] 
Kitty ſhall want thy Service now no more, | 
[ Flings away the Rake, > 

Cnorvs of Sighs and Groans. | 

Ah— O !-—Sure never was the like before! |} 


J 
KirtrTty. 


Happy the Maid, whoſe Sweetheart never hears 
The Soldier's Drum, nor Writ of Juſtice fears, 


Our 


. 
PD —_ — — Kl - — - 
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Our Bans thrice bid ! and for our Wedding Day . 
My Kerchief bought! then preſs d then forc'd away | 


CHoRvus of Sighs and Groans. | | 
Ab ! O! poor Soul! alack! and well a day! |} 
KirrTy. 


You, Beſs, ſtill reap with Harry by your Side; 

You, Jenny, ſhall next Sanday be a Bride: 

But I forlorn . This Ballad ſhews my Care 3 
| | [Gives Suſan a Ballad. | 

Take this ſad Ballad, which! bought at Fair 95 P 

Suſan can ſing do you the Burthen bear, | 


A BALLAD. 


I. 
us when the Seas were roaring 
With hollow Blaſts of Wind ; 
A Damſfel lay deploring, 
All on a Rock reclin'd. 
Wide oer the rolling Billows 
She caſt a wiſtful Loot; 


Her Head was crown'd with Willows | 
That tremble oer the Brook. 
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Twelve Months are gone and ov r, 
And nine long tediom Days. "FEY AY 
Why didſt. thou, vent ybus Lover, © 
Mu didſt thou truſt the Seas ? 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, thou cruel Oveanzg 
And let my Lover refſty 
Ah! what's thy troubled _ W Fe” 
To that * ONS. © TS, 
en Mg aber oe e 
The . rob d of 8 . 
Sees Tempeſts in Deſpar z 19 
But what's. the Loſs ef Treaſure 
To loſing of my Dear ? 
Should you ſome Caaft b laid on 
. Where Gold and D#monds gramm, 
Du fond a richer Maier, © 
But none eh ER. dit FH els 
„F ˙ ir ul births £ 
How can hep [ay that” eon 
Has nothing made in vain; | 
Why then. beneath the Wara rr. 
Should chigeous | Racks remain? Corn 2113 = 


— 


F No 
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No Eyes the Rycks difgover, 
That lurk beotath tho) Deep, f. uf 
To wreck the. ring over; & bak. 
And leque the Aud to ep. d W 
Led ddt ru r Mah K W 
All melancholy iyi ar wo . n Nr 
Thus wail'd ſh for. ker Dear 3 
Repay'd each Blaſt \with Sightings wn \ ih 
Each Billow tk» Dr; „ dd N 
When o er the white Wave ftooping 
His floating Corpſe ſb ; ), 
Then like a Lilly dw © 1 D190, 
She bow i hen Head, and dy d.. emoͤnt ws 
n RI) 2 XL 
i ud mier ee 
Why in this Word ſnould wretched X ry ſtuy? 
What if theſe Hands ſhoulU'make my. ſelf away? 
I could not ſure do ꝑtherways than well. 
A Maid ſo true's too innocent for Hell. 


But hearkye, CI and gow bey 4iPenknife a 


"AUNT; n en. X 
— — Fu dotzi xb but to try 78 1 


If the poor Soul can have the Heart to die. 
[Aſide to the Haymakers. 
__ - Thus 


hy Wed bf __©_< 


D MHH. Mu . 


Thus then I ſtrike hut turn thy Head aſide. 

| N. T Eqledee wot 14h uot v 
Tis ſhameleſs ſure to fall-as Pigs have dy'd. 

No take tht Cord. [Gives ber. 4 Card. 
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IN Um e V A 
. — Witbethis Than ſhalt be ſped. 


V 91] 1." [Prtting-the-Nooſe round. ber Necl. 
„e d HU νñ u. 
But Curs are hang'd.— ITT III 

e wolsd [is Lee Aner- a BI u: N12 Te! 1 


Then nad ky cn 6007 20d holy; 
And e TE. ui 25710; 
„ano Drs alli 10 t. 2. 0 1 ul he 


UEDA 


ED rx, [ Aſide. 


KITT x. 
When I am cold, and ftretch'd upon my Bier, 
My reſtleſs Sprite ſhall walk at Midnight here: 
Here ſhall I walk for *twas beneath yon Tree 
Filbert firſt ſaid he lov'd——loy'd only me. 


Kitty faints, 
iA13R ly Jaws 


F'3 GRAN PD-· 


——ůůͤ ——— CRF EEC * e 


The WHAT M RE CALL IT. 
„ MANDO. I nol 
She ſwoons, poor n 1 
ab \B e AvuNT.i Ul ahologe:!t 18 
3 Lot, 6+ 9 
Bring Water, Water, Water: — [Screaming. 
erf 1) SAA — ————.--- 
— — Fetch her Wits. 
. « 1{iTbty throw Water upon her. 
KirTy.—- Terri S182 3 75:11 
Hah !--I am turn'd a Stream'—look all below; 
It flows, and flows, and will for ever-flow.. - _-.. 
The Meads are all afloatthe Haycocks ſwim. 
Hah;!wh6comes here ?4+my Filbert !'drowr.not him. 
=—_— Butter, - Blocks in fleecy Fountains, 


—_ Seas of Milk, and nay 
(Mountains, 
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Dem TE CHAD IT; 57 

OO „% 10} WO MANS oy 110 

9590 8 CEN E IX. oi rate 

19901 7 TRAW 99} {io} roy ee 130119] 

K 'T'T * „ \GRANDMOTHER' „ Auxr, Hava 
MAKERS, *Cnoxus of RAI 
FILBERT: | ab ne u e 

1 11 8 ya: 


TINGS BHS TIMERS 
I; öl bent 125 N +: b. 
Wert thou not ſent to War? hah, doſt thou bleed? ; 
eons ry 4%) f ety; in 
by „„ 1 0 eee bi 
— — 5 Yes, tis he, tis he. 
Dorcas confeſs'd ;/ the > ras ſet me frow;” 
ons, H nt ee 72 


9 % # © \ 1 - * ol . 4 
Kir rr. 1 „ 18 
* . 
- + % 1 1 i * 
94 . if 4 . a © 


3 LT thine— = 
- 1.71109 * NS. T „ FIL BEBRT. * 


— — — Our Fears are fled. 
Come, let's to N to COTE 3 98 
: „ Kir Trr TI.. 
q — — — [ UEiF 0 
3 | AF LIRA, 0 wy 
9 * | — j + 1 N F ws — . To Bed 
Cuonus of Hariaxand: ; 


A Wedding, Han 1 « Bedding: 


N = 1 
P oy 3051 . 75 1 
* * 3, 


TER ae 


== a1 —— 


= . * 


2 — 


3 Tha Mr TORE chu 1. 


Sir Roger. Ay, now for the Wedding. 


Where's he thaf plays/the Parſon. Now 
oth Gan Land al Tee what was never 


on Stage hy; heigh 
day Men Binh at a ſtand?ꝰ 272 N > 
Enter a hy ed 14 
Country- man. So our Worſhip, I 
\--nld have play'd the Par or an, bu our-Curar 
Weld not — His Gown, {6th Tays i115 4 
Pföfufm tion. fob nt! 5 9074 G3 ng 30 120 11 
Sir Roger. what a ſcrupylousWhim. is this 1 


any He's ! believe. me an innocent 
th Ing. . Juhi aſſent A Nods and 2 Signs, 


Essen Stave therParifh-Clark. . u 

Stave. Maſter Doctor faith he hath two. 
and twenty fp Reaſons;againſt it from dhe 

Fathers, and he is come himſelf 1 to utter them 

unto your befor 17 25 nh „ 


Sir 5 15 all our Play be ſpoil'd ? 
Pll have d beef Mr 1 
Ference. 4133 03 910.00 63 235! (1100 


Sta ve goes out, ond re-enters. 
Stavabe Biff he faith - he-never greatly af-. 
feed Stage Plays. 
4 thin, Stave, Stave, Stave. | 
t Roger. Tet him ttt Tfay - 


Mithin. 1 eh T80H "7 
2 1 5 W 7 b Cur 
red we n Have not 1 de beten cn Tar 


have my Play ſpoil'd; 
nay, 


tim tha 


The Hun DE AT IT: gg 


„that he hall ane the bet el ee 
1 fhe ſhall. JEDI AN OS 
ve goes * re-enters. 
Sede. Ie Neale el pelfwaded Him 
to in, their 57 8 reg * Pour Within—p 
he ſalth 80 PE hot in Gon. 
feience 2 ſent t poſe his 125 racter before 
neiphbou ng bfonten; "Heither will he en- 
2580 into 5 your * {ſhip 8 Hall; for he calleth 
a Stage pro retire, 
"Sir Hum likety dere ood M 
ma = ve ee = Hl 4th 455 
Juſtice Statute. n trot 8 E 
fort comply with the ſeruphlols e tender con- 


cienc'd Doctor. why, 

Sir Roger ah What's 0 a3" wjthott a 
1 e! 7 ad N is a * 195 if one ſhes 
hothing Sof! it? Let him ve his Humotr.— 
but er! the Doors. e eng at we may ſee 
how all goes on. Exit Sta ve. 


IS »Roget 4 656 ing 
80 natural! d'y e fee . Negbbee the 
Ring fairh—ro have and' ro. bold ! T1 he”: a. 
ga el play d, Doctor; well 20 „Son 
hee Come, come, Im -farisf J ug 
r 13 Fiddles 5. See, 4 

er Ste war uire omas, 

"Stave, c. Ser es * Ng 
© Steuer. Sir Rogers, yon are e 


Woe e 


* 4 


* 9 1 - x 
441 „ 131. 7 "10 15 1465 e 1 *t (+ ad 4 
bus =; 1 8 4 . * . 
P44 8 & * * 4480 Lt 8 41 1. 4 0 T1 . 2 85 
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go The FLAT E I IT. 


49101 9 O t Heist 15 1 


So comes a Reck'n ning when the Bages wer, 1 
The dreadfi Wen. and 72 in ſmile” 70 e. 
Dan e y, of Tor FO and en 15 a 


Daug hter this to 005 
tl 1e Injury In "had > 4055 my. 8180 
Jhall ſtudy 125 985 er ve your Fav Your. . 
[Preſenting L Kitty. to Sir Roger, 
Sir Rager. Married! how married! Lean 
the Marge! of F Bert and Carrot have any 
thing to Wa With my Son? 
Steward , os N Marria ge 0 'of Thomas and 
Katharine may, Sir Roger. 
Sir :Roger. What . a plague, am 1 trick'd 
then? 1 aver have a Stage Play, With à Po! 
ir Humphry. If this PEEC be in the Play, 
remember. the . Fi Roger. 1 
uire Thom Zoos, theſe Stage Plays 
are pf up dangerous Th ings but I am no 
ſuch ia neither, but 1 know this was all 
your Sone My 
0 Ju ſtice. S tatut 4 "Ay, "Sit Rieger, you told 
5 1 12 0 thee gave him the Hint. 
td Puppy 1 Ha 
N95 mare Wit 25 to ſay. the Ceremony? ? 
> only have married you in Rhime, 
J. 
Squire Thomas. why, what did 1 know, 
? but ſo it is and ſince Murder will 


Out, as the Saying is; look ye Father, I was 
under 


banks, gr” 
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under ſome ſort of a Promiſe too, d'ye fee— 
ſo much for that——IfT be a Husband, I be 
a Husband, there's an End on't. — ſure I muſt 
have been married ſome time or other. 
| [Sir Roger walks up and down fretting, 
and goes out in a Paſſion. 
Sir Humphry. In troth, it was in ſome ſort 
my Opinion before; it is good in Law. 
Juſtice Statute. Good in Law, good in 
Law but hold, we muſt not loſe the 


Dance. 
| eA DANCE. 


— 


EPILOGUE. 


SrTAvE. 
Our Stage Play has a Moral — and no doubt 
Jou all have Senſe enough to find it out. 


1 


